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Note. — Of the following Papers^ * The Rustling 
in the Mulberry Trees * and ' The Dew of the Spirit ' 
have already appeared in ' The Home Visitor^ 

The first Paper is the substance of a Sermon 
preached in Christ Churchy Worthing, the first 
Sitnday in Advent. 



THE BANNER OF LOVE. 




OU are captives. You have been conquered, — 
subjugated. A yoke is upon you. Nothing 
higher is known about you than that you are a 
Conqueror's servants. Not your own will, but His, you 
are striving to do. Every thought must be bent into obe- 
dience, made submissive, unto Him. *Kept' by the 
Conqueror's power you are drawn with bands in the train 
of His followers. Nor dare you ever think of leaving the 
ranks that march beneath His banner. 

And yet you are freemen, — willing captives, not 
slaves. The yoke of your service is very * easy.' The 
more perfectly you do the Conqueror's will — the more 
contented you become. As more and more your thoughts 
are brought into obedience unto Him, as you feel more 
and more that you are kept, — you lose not dignity or 
fail in wisdom. Nay, your steps are firmer; the pathway 
before you becomes less difficulty Y^^"^ \i^^x\sw% ^knss^^ 
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dignified and bright with gladness. Yes, you rejoice 
because the might of the Conqueror is perfectly shown in 
your weakness. The * bands* which tie you to the 
chariot — you kiss them lovingly, clasp them, deck them 
with flowers of grateful praise. And the flag waving 
over you — every rustle of its folds and every sight of its 
inscription — fills you with joy. All your dearest, purest, 
brightest hopes hover round it Happy then with happi- 
ness which rests upon your position in the Conqueror's 
train, you cry exultingly — * We follow His banner !* 
And how is this ? 

You whom I have addressed, know well how it is. 
You know who is the Conqueror, and what is the Banner. 
For I have been speaking to true followers of the Lord 
Jesus. And the response of all such, — the pass-word 
throughout the ranks of the Christian army — is one and 
the same : — * The Son of God loved me and gave Himself 
for me; He made me submissive in the day of His power ; 
my joy and strength is in the following of His Will; His 
banner over me is Love* * 

Yes, we are under the Banner of Love. 

The Captain of our Salvation called us, and con- 

* Song of Solomon, ii. 4. 
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strained us to obey : He keeps us : He leads us, bending 
our will, reigning within our hearts : He directs our steps. 
And all this in love. All love from first to last Love 
saying — * Take my yoke upon you.* Love bidding us 
reckon it meat and drink to do our Master's will. Love 
calling us to partake in the afflictions of the Man of 
sorrows. Love humbling us, testing and proving us ; 
holding us fast, leading us in paths we naturally shrink 
from. Love in it alL Love wondrous, amazing; love 
all-wise, and all-mighty. 

Our Conqueror's Banner tells us of what He has done 
for us, of what He is doing, and of what He has promised 
to do. And every letter in it is mercy and loving-kind- 
ness. From ages past on to the eternity before us, His 
purposes towards His own are all of love. 

^ I have loved thee with an everlasting love: therefore 
with loving-kindness liave I drawn thee, I drcw thee with 
cords of a man^ with bands of love,"* 

These are the inscriptions on our Captain's Banner; — 
these, traced in His own precious blood. For He so 
loved us as even to give Himself for us. Could there be 
greater love than this? As you read those blood-im- 
printed words of wondrous mercy, your eyes grow dim 
with tears, and your heart swells with joy too deep to tell. 
The Captain of our salvation gave Himself 1 * We love 
Him because He first loved us.* 
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This then is the secret of our happy sendee. * The 
love of Christ constraineth us^ Not dragged by resistless 
might, but drawn by sweet bands of affection, we follow 
on right gladly ; constrained, yet truly free ; warring our 
warfare not as conscripts of a cruel despot, or even as 
the hirelings of an uncareful master, nor as drilled 
automatons of a mere machine. No ! no ! Our Captain's 
banner is Love. We are His glory. His delight. And 
our joy, our pride, is to fight the good fight just when, 
and how, and where, He bids us. 

* I 've been the devil's slave these twenty years,' said 
a Shropshire collier, on his conversion ; * now I 'm going 

to be the slave of Jesus !' Poor Harry . He had 

been in bondage so long, had been so fast bound in the 
fetters of sin, that he could not at once realise the 
glorious liberty of the Gospel : he should still, in some 
sort, he thought, live as a slave. But he has now, this 
long time, been rejoicing in that blessed liberty, where- 
with Christ has made us free. 

Are there not many Christians who make the same 
mistake which that collier did ? Christians of education, 
of intelligence ? 

I think there are many, indeed very many (among 
earnest and conscientious believers), who do not know 
the Gospel-exposition of The Banner of Love. 

Not to allude to those who are in bondage to rites 
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and ceremonies, in bondage to priestly power, I cannot 
think that those rightly read their Captain's banner who 
march in His ranks with faltering steps, fearful, doubting, 
ill-assured. They do not *joy in Him,' because they 
do dishonour to the fulness of His love. It is in * the 
full assurance of hope ' that we cheerfully march on our 
way rejoicing ; * understanding what the will of the 
Lord is,' and, as willing soldiers, happy in the doing 
of it. 

For this is the scriptural biography of every true 
believer, Christ * brought me to the banqueting-home^ and 
His banner over me was Love^ 

There may have been with you an accusing conscience 
and the terrors of the law. Sharp, weapons may have 
pierced ; heavy blows may have laid low. Nevertheless 
this was all of love — love all-wise, unspeakably tender. 
Yes, Christ's love. Christ made you weary, that in Him 
you might have rest He made you * hungry ' that He 
might feed you * with good things.' He made you feel 
homeless, tempest-tossed, destitute, that He might lead 
you to the banqueting-house, — 

* Your refuge from the stormy blast, 
And your eternal HOME.* 

Your being awakened, aroused, convicted, comforted, 
your being saved, is wholly and entirely of lov^. Kx^ 
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every day of your warfare, Christian soldier, has been 
but an illustration of the power and beauty of the Cap- 
tain's love. 

Look only at one point. Think of your waywardness. 

How fickle, how vain, are the purposes of men ! 
Uncertain as the ocean mirror, changing as the treacher- 
ous marsh-light, wild, through passion, as the heedless 
torrent — who can control and lovingly follow the restless 
roamings of the will? Who? Fellow-believer, you 
know One. The Captain of your salvation has borne 
with your wa5rwardness, lulled its passionate throbbings, 
forgiven its foolish strivings, reclaimed its blind and 
selfish strayings. He has assured you of His perfect 
sympathy, comforted you with the tender whisperings of 
His pity. And wherefore ? His banner over you was 
love. 

Many a believer's experience illustrates those words, 
in the dying strains of the saintly Lyte, — 

* Thou on my head in early youth didst smile, 
And though rebellious and perverse meanwhile, 
Thou hast not left me, oft as I left Thee.^ 

No ! He left you not, neither forsook you. He sought 
you, brought you home again. Wondrous love ! The 
forgiving love of Jesus ! What heart can conceive it ; 
what tongue express it ; what life repay it ? In all their 
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wanderings wild, having loved His own, He loves them 
to the end. 

But once more. 

In every hardship of your warfare, in every difficulty, 
uncertainty, danger, pain, the Captain's banner over you 
was love. Guidance, through the rough places, proved 
it quite as much as guidance over the smooth. Keeping 
watch in the dark nights ; fighting the way through cruel 
enemies ; toiling on the patliless moor, where you must 
trust, not being able to 'trace,* seeing no finger-posts, 
not knowing *what to do;' all this speaks as truly of 
your Leader's love as your resting in pleasant bowers, 
marching on well-trodden roads, beating down as a bul- 
rush, your every foe. 

For if you fought with foes, as He bade you^ you not 
only triumphed, but in the contest you gained fi-esh 
strength. 

And if Christ called you as soldiers on a nightly 
march to journey not knowing the course before you ; if 
'neither sun nor stars in many days appeared,* it was 
only that you might the more sincerely trust in Him. 

* Lead, kindly Light I Amid the encircling gloom 
Lead Thou me on !' 

This was your cry. And through the gloom you saw 
the Banner, bright with heaven's radiance ; and as it \s5L 
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you onwards you felt by experience that * all things work 
together for good to them that love God.* 

So also with bereavements. 

Has the Captain of your salvation bereaved you of 
things pleasant, cherished gifts, long-hoped-for gifts? 
He who gave, has He taken away? *// is welV Be 
assured that when sore troubles were sent, bitter dis- 
appointments, sharp pangs, * it was good for you.' All in 
love — kindness most tender, too wise to err. 

* He hath done all things welV 

* Though some good things of lower worth 

My heart is called on to resign, 
Of all the gifts in heaven and earth, 

The greatest and the best is mine : 
The love of God in Christ made known, — 
The love that is enough alone, 
My Father's love is all my own.' 

Yes, you who have that can, in the words of St Paul, 
say to brethren like afflicted, *• All things are yours ; my 
God shall supply all ye need: though you be ^^ as having 
fwthing" yet in the wealth of Chrisfs unsearchable riches 
you are ^^ possessing all things^^ ' 

The whole is summed up, in a word, as to * things 
present,' * things to come;' look back to the past and 
say, ' His Banner over me was Love.* It is enough ; for 
* He is the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever.* 
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But let us consider, as for ourselves, the words of 
Holy Scripture applicable primarily, and in their full 
sense exclusively, to the Lord Jesus. 

It is pleasant to adapt for ourselves words spoken of 
Him. Is it written that *He will rest in His love?' 
We take home to our hearts comforting ideas ; we enjoy 
restfulness. Is it said of Him that He is * made after the 
power of an endless life ?* Believers rejoice in that being 
one with Him, they too are living an endless life. 

And so with the Scripture, * His Banner over me was 
Love.' It is, in a very true sense, applicable to all be- 
lievers. As Christ made us captives, so we too are 
bidden by Him to go forth conquering. As Christ sub- 
dues by sweet constraint, so we too *win' souls. Our 
Captain's Banner streams widely over the whole host, 
and all see it : but each soldier of the Church militant 
lifts up his own ensign. And what is said of the Cap- 
tain's standard is also said of the flag of every soldier — // 

is LOVE. 

You, then, fellow-soldiers, are bidden to subdue, to 
subjugate, to triumph over others and enrol them in 
Christ's army j all in love. 

* He which converteth a sinner from the error of his 
way^ says St. James, * shall save a soul from deaths * / 
am made all things to all men^ says St Paul, * that / tat^Kt 
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How wonderful is the patient affection of many a 
wife ! Husband weak and utterly unworthy, a drunkard 
perhaps, adding cruelty to sloth, or, what is worse, neglect 
and scorn — ^yet love * strong as death * covers over his 
faults with woman's ready tact, makes excuses for him, 
takes oftentimes his blame upon herself: he is still her 
husband, he loved her once, she loves him still. 

But love sanctified by God*s grace — yearning for 
souls, patiently bearing injuries for Christ's sake, — ^bearing 
the griefs and carrying the sorrows of others, — not only 
of relations or friends — but even of strangers and of foes, 
beautiful indeed ! And this not only in the case of those 
whose names have been widely mentioned, whose rank is 
high. No. Equally true of the poorest and meanest of 
Christ's followers : true of every one who has tried to 
please his neighbour for good,* to speak and to live as 
winners of souls. True of the Devonshire miner who, 
with the prospect of a terrible death in the explosion of 
the rock, gave himself to the crash that his companion 
might escape and have time for repentance. True of 
Harriet Stoneman, a poor woman diseased for long years 
with maladies most painful, who out of her poverty gave 
a weekly mite to the cause of Christ, and meekly, even 
joyfully, bore her affliction as to the encouragement of 
others. Equally true of every Sunday School Teacher, 

* Rom. XV. 2. 
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District Visitor, Reader in Hospitals and Workhouses, 
and other such who labour patiently for Jesus. Equally 
true of tens of thousands lowly, unnoticed, soldiers of the 
Cross — jewels of God, whose radiance few have observed, 
but whose love has been mighty, through grace, in the 
conversion and strengthening of others. The bright 
beams from their banner could not shine widely — but 
they have been very pure, very lovely. Yes. I think 
sometimes that by many a sick-bed in the lowliest of 
dwelling-places, by the iftreside of many a poverty-stricken 
Christian cottage, the blessed angels have ceased the 
waving of their purple wings, gazing admiringly, even 
wonderingly, at the beauty there displayed, in the love of 
Jesus. 

Consider also \oy€% power. 

Of all motives love is the most powerful, and of all 
agents it is the most successful ; for its sake men cheer- 
fully do that which otherwise they could not do at all. 
Difficulties, of which fear says * they block up the path,* 
love rolls away with joyous ease. Love is eager and ear- 
nest ; it breaks down barriers ; it leaps over obstacles : 
Love is patient and trustful ; it shrinks not because of 
dangers ; it hopes even against hope ; it makes the rough 
path seem smooth \ it lightens the load of trial \ it makes 
gladsome the dark hour of disappointment ; it pours the 
balm of sympathy into the weary, wounded heaxt. Vks^;^ 
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is sunshine in the midst of gloom — a fountain in the 
wilderness ; truth amidst deceits and unrealities. 

The Bible gives us examples to illustrate the power 
of love, of that which constrains any one to do and suffer 
for those beloved. 

Rachel brings her father's sheep to the well A 
young man is sitting there, one who has just arrived 
from a far country. He sees the damsel : he loves her. 
He cannot return unto his own land ; there he must stay 
and labour year after year that he may call her his own. 
To use the simple words of the sacred narrative, * Aad 
Jacob served seven years for Rachel, and they seemed 
unto him but a few days^^ the lave he had to her^ 

Naomi is returning to Judea. Of her two daughters- 
in-law one chooses to go back to the land of Moab \ but 
the other is constrained, by pure unselfish affection, to 
journey into a strange land. The heart of Ruth clings 
to the lonely, childless widow ; and so, in touching words, 
she exclaims, * Whither thou goest I will go ; where thou 
lodgest I will lodge : the Lord do so to me, and more 
also, if ought but death part thee and me^ 

Again, look at the case of Jonathan and David. It 
was rumoured in Israel that the shepherd-boy should be- 
come king. Jonathan was the heir to the throne ; but in 
the heart of that noble prince there was no envy of his 
triend. Not selfishly thinking of his own darkened pros- 
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pects, he fondly looked forward to the success and pros- 
perity of the young man whom he loved. The soul of 
Jonathan was * knit unto ' the soul of David. The life 
which the king sought to destroy, the king's son saved. 
And with true tenderest affection, with self-sacrificing 
devotion, he speaks of the happiness which he should 
enjoy when his friend was raised above himself. * Thou 
shalt be king, and I shall be next unto thee.* 

Again another instance. The children of Israel are 
watching around Bethlehem. The garrison of Philistines 
makes them afraid. They are in sore straits from want 
of water. The heart of David was faint because of thirst, 
and he said, ' Oh, that one would give me drink of the 
water of the well of Bethlehem!' Three of the king's 
captains heard those words of longing desire. Well they 
knew what dangers lay between their camp and the well, 
but neither sword nor spear could check the burst of 
their love. The three valiant ones brake through the 
host of the PhiUstines ; they drew the water ; they brought 
it to the captain whom they loved. 

One more example — a very affecting one. 

Two men are given up to the hands of their enemies ; 
their bodies are to remain hanging until rain fall upon 
the land. Who is it sitting in desolate loneliness beneath 
the gibbeted ones? It is their mother — the widow 
Rizpah. She has spread sackcloth on the rock. TVrx^ 
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she stays, day after day, night after night — motmung, 
waiting ; guarding the bodies of her dear ones from the 
foul birds of prey, or the nightly jackal. Truly, love is a 
mighty power ! 

May we all, fellow-believers, be constrained to show 
love's power ! 

But a word to believers who are sorely tried. Per- 
haps your life is wholly different from what it lately was. 
You are lonely — sad. The love-light in some dear one's 
eyes is quenched ; the familiar voice is heard no more ; 
at home there is a blanks the poignant sense of which 
only bereaved ones know. 

Do not let the flag lie listless. Christ's Banner is 
still over you. The banner of your love should still let 
its colours glisten. Close not its folds ; place it not on 
one side — idle, in the selfishness of grief. Beware of the 
mildew of discontent, the corroding of distrust Lift up 
your banner ; plant it on the rock of God's Providence ; 
let it wave in the breath of God's Promises. Thus you 
shall have sweet peace and conquer others in the love of 
Jesus. 

A word also to those who have been striving after 
some special victory, and as yet have failed. You have 
been seeking to win some soul, — long time perhaps. 
-Prsyers, and gifts, and hope&ii ^eaiiaxi^^, \i5vK«bSMv^ 
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watchfulness, your tears, your caresses — all, apparently, 
in vain. No light has streamed into the darkness of the 
natural heart ; the ice of self-love is nowise thawed by a 
sense of the Saviour's love, 

A son perhaps. 

Wonderful is the influence of a mother's love. Old 
Plato spoke against maternal love ; he would have pre- 
vented mothers from knowing their offspring: the par- 
tialities of affection were injurious ! And a French philo- 
sopher repeats this monstrous folly. Truly, it is returning 
to the darkness of heathen times, modem philosophy, 
the *vain deceit* of those who know not God. A 
mother's love — how beautiful, the tenderest, strongest 
passion of human nature! And the most beneficent. 
Many a young man, now tempest-tossed on the wild waves 
of lust, — driving before the wind, reckless of sandbank, 
rock, or whirlpool, will be brought home in God's own 
time! Yes, there is fastened to the prodigal's bark a 
secret cable, tender threads, but twisted strongly, well 
knit together, — work begun in his very infancy by a 
mother's love. And that will prove, through God's grace 
in answer to prayer, the sheet-anchor of salvation. 

Hope on then, mothers, hope, and trust, and pray. 

Years ago a widow mourned over her son's perv^T'sfc- 
ness. From the hour when God gaNt\C\xxv^^V^'»?i^^'^^^^'^^ 
he might be God's for ever. But, a^ a\iO-j , V^ ^^^ ''^'^ 
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lass, as a young man reckless ; exceedingly selfish in the 
* gaieties ' of sin. She prayed, and hoped on, enduring 
all things. 

Suddenly he left her, — went away she knew not 
whither. He had hardened his heart, and so stubbornly 
setting his face to do evil, he would not hear a word, 
even from his mother. 

At last she was dying. But a few hours more, it was 
told her, could she continue here below. Evidently the 
frail tabernacle was being loosened. The banner of her 
love would soon fall from her grasp, on earth to wave no 
more. But yet she hoped. Having found out where 
her son was staying, a messenger was sent to tell him 
that her moments were numbered. 

The son came ; he saw his dying mother's state ; he 
felt how much of her weakness was caused by his wild 
neglect. At the sight, — the melting rush of feelings 
long dormant but never dead, — ^were blessed by the Spirit 
of God : he was softened, subdued. 

*Will you serve the Lord Jesus?* said the dying 
mother, her 'wasted hand caressing the curls of her * boy,* 
as in the sweet years of his dependence, — happy to see 
him once more, happy to see the strong man bowed down 
in grief, happy to wipe away his tears, yet with the hungry 
yearning of love which stretched beyond the grave, un- 
satjsded, because he was not saved^ — 
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* Will you serve the Lord Jesus, Charlie . . . now ?* 

* I hardly dare to say it, mother dear, but I will try ; 
I will try, ^ 

* Then He will be sure to help you, love. Yes, yes, 
you will come to be with father and me. I always hoped 
it so. God is good.' And so she sweetly fell asleep. 

Her son is now a happy Christian ; and not a few can 
say of that Charlie * his banner over me was love.^ 



To speak yet once again of the primary application of 
the Scripture, — Christ* s Banner. 

Is it waving over you ? Are you one of the captives, 
made willing, sweetly constrained, by the love of Jesus ? 

* The Son of God goes forth to war, 
A kingly crown to gain ; 
His blood-red banner streams afar, 
Who follows in His train?* 

Do you ? Can you sing * There is now no condemna- 
tion?* Are you sa/e? Are you happy in* a Saviour's 
love ? 

Ask Him to make you His. None can ask in vain. 
* Him that cometh unto Me I will in nowise cast out.' 

For you who follow that Banivet,\i^ \Js\fc •Oms^'^ "^^>rv 
precious, often recurring, that soon ^oti ^^ ^^^ ^ ^ 
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a perfect vision. Now you see, as it were, through a glass 
which is dim. But soon the Captain is coming to make 
your warfare cease. He will lead you to the banqueting- 
house which is above — the glorious home which He is 
gone before to prepare. There, with eyes undimmed 
with tears, you shall gaze upon The Banner of your 
Saviour radiant with its all-perfect grace and beauty, 
never hidden by a cloud of doubt or fear, purely shining 
in the atmosphere of absolute holiness in the eternal 
glory. 
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RUSTLING IN THE MULBERRY 

TREES. 




N the life of David are many scenes of deepest 
interest As we read the sacred record we gaze 
^t. pictures, — representations so vivid and so real, 
that we seem to behold and to hear. 

Of all the striking pictures in that great Biography, 
few surpass * The Rustling in the Mulberry Trees^ In 
the valley are spreading themselves abroad the Philistines. 
Upon the further slope of the hill behind them we see 
King David and his chosen men of war. And these are 
lying in wait. The Lord had forbidden them to attacls^ 
the Philistines at once, or in froivl'. Xjcvg^j ^^x^\si'*^sx^^'2^ 
compass, ' and to wait for a sigciaV ^ N^^^ "^"^"^ Xv^-ax^^ 
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the sound of a going in the tops of the mulberry trees,* 
had said the Lord to David, * then shalt thou bestir thy- 
self. * Therefore the valiant warriors are concealing 
themselves behind the mountain ridge: all are quiet: 
every voice is hushed ; there is no clashing of armour : 
the soldiers of Jehovah are waiting for His signal, — 
waiting with beating hearts, but in earnest expectation. 
And not till David hears the wind rustling the mul- 
berry-leaves, will he bestir himself and shout the 
battle-cry. 

This picture of the inspired pages is very suggestive. 
It teaches many lessons to those who, like David, are 
soldiers of the Lord of hosts, — lessons of patient waiting, 
of Divine counsel, of sure triumph. As when David's 
army heard the breath of their Creator, their Covenant 
God, rustling in the leaves upon which they gazed, they 
gladly arose, and went forward confident of victory, so 
do all those who wait patiently upon the Lord, seeking 
to be guided by the whisperings and providences of His 
Spirit, prove themselves, in the difficulties and strivings 
of the Christian warfare, not only conquerors, but even 
*w^r^than conquerors.' t 

Let us look a little in detail at this picture of listening 
Faith. And considering it as generally instructive to all 

* 2 Sam, V, 22 f 2$, t ^o^cn.. V\\\. "jn* 
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those who pray, as David prayed, * Guide me with Thy 
counsel,* we observe that 

The voice of God directs the believer's whole life, — The 
attitude of that band of Israelites, listening for the 
heavenly signal, is the attitude of all true Israelites in 
times of trial. But, further, the cry of Faith is ever the 
same, — * Lord, lead me : guide me.' Our work is not 
only to fight good fights, but to *war a good warfare.'* 
And so at all times, in all circumstances, day by day, 
and every passing hour, there should be the desire to 
be guided by the heavenly voice : there should be the 
listening ear, and the humble, waiting heart Christ 
says of all true Christians, * they hear My voice.' And 
Trust sincerely desires to be told what is that path of 
* good works which God hath before ordained,'t and to 
walk therein. 

Now, the world does not understand the Church's 
listening. To unbelievers, and equally to careless pro- 
fessors, the attitude of Faith is foolishness : they do not 
understand what it is to wait upon God. 

In entering the narrow channel of a certain island, a 
ship's pilot stands at the bow; he looks down into the 
water, deep and very clear; he is threading his way 
through a coral reef. Sometimes there is but little s^-^s^j^:. 

* I Tim, I 18. "X ^^-'^^^ ^^* 
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for the ship's passage : the pilot must beckon to the right 
— to the left — changing again and again. Now, a 
stranger on the distant shore might ask, *Why such a 
zig-zag steering? How unnecessary — how foolish!' 
But the pilot knows that thus, and thus alone, his ship 
is saved. 

Even so with the believer's course, amid the shoals 
and sand-banks, hidden rocks and reefs, of this trouble- 
some world. He is guided by the * still small voice ' of 
the Spirit, which others hear not \ by the land-marks of ^ 
experience,* which others see not. He has learnt how 
dangerous life's course may be, even when all seems 
smooth. So the contempt of careless ones does not 
move him : he listens and watches, praying continually, 
*Lead me, my Saviour!' And in gracious reply the 
Lord Jesus speaks unto His own, comforting, warning, 
assuring. 

* *Tis His, that gentle voice we hear. 
Soft as the breath of even, 
Which checks each thought, which calms each fear, 
Which speaks of Heaven.* 

Further, let us remember that the more we ask to be 

♦ 'Having proved, kno¥m by experience,, the will of God.' 
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led, the more we shall feel a leading. The eager listener 
is the quick hearer. Those who wait upon God with 
simplest trust, are most sure to hear His voice. It is 
the pure, hoping, earnest waiting, that sees the Spirit 
moving. It is in stillness of soul that we hold com- 
munion with God. And so the directing voice is familiar 
to experienced believers: they have heard it before in 
many a conflict ; they have proved its power in many a 
victory. 

With watchful eye, and listening ear, *in quietness 
and in confidence,' Faith is strong. 

But to consider the rustling in the mulberry trees as to 
particular times and seasons in the believer's course. 
The voice of God is specially heard, as it is specially 
needed, in a time of * visitation.'* 

I. A crisis in life is conversion. 

Many professing members in the Church are like the 
Philistines, content in the Valley of Destruction. Danger 
is near them, and they know it not, or are altogether care- 
less. But those whose conscience the breath of God has 
moved, convinced of sin, cry for salvation. Sorrowing 
with a * godly sorrow,' they listen earnestly for the voice 
of comfort And they hear it ; for no true listener t waits 

♦ Job, X. 12. "Lx^Lft, "!K!Ck» «^ 

t Ps. lxv\, i^ "ioVxi,^ -Sl^ 
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in vam. The Saviour says, * Go in peace : thy faith hath 
saved thee.* Then the burden is taken away ; and the 
thankful one (no longer the devil's bond-servant, but a 
soldier of Christ) bestirs himself, — cheerfully, lovingly, 
earnestly girds himself to do battle* Jesus accepts his 
service, and makes him happy in it. * Blessed are they 
that mourn, for they shall be comforted.' 

And not only at the first turning to God, the first 
arousing from sin, but after any fall, any relapse, the 
child of God mourns in sadness. David was waiting 
earnestly for the voice of comfort when he cried for the 
joy of God's salvation.* Peter shed bitter tears, and 
sorrowed unceasingly, until he heard the pardoning words 
of Jesus — Jesus whom Peter had denied. Many a 
believer, many a one whose spirit has been bathed t in 
Christ's precious blood, has needed to begin again, 
as it were, sadly crying to the Seeker of the straying, 
* Lord, receive me ! Create in me a clean heart !' 
And again Christ's Spirit moves upon the face of the 
troubled waters, and the penitent hears the voice of 
peace. 

2. A time of peril is a special visitation. In time of 
danger, whether to the body or to the soul, the believer's 

* Ps. IL 12. 

/ Ja6n, xiiL lo : '^ ^kat is washed (batiied^ •? i. e. justijUcU 
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heart is hushed, and his eyes are lifted unto the Almighty. 
*What wilt Thou have me to do?* And then comes the 
heavenly counsel : to turn to the right hand or to the 
left, to run forwards or to stand still. 

But more than this. When danger is not thought of, 
when one's foes are as yet out of our sight, when our 
hearts do not beat fast in suspense, waiting for some 
coming fight, God often forewarns and forearms. He 
makes His people to be ready for the conflict. 

In the biography of a certain blind man it is related, 
that as he was walking in a garden, down a path leading 
straight to a deep well, a favourite dog ran on before 
him, and hy the sound of its feet upon the hoards by which 
one half of the well was covered, apprised him of his 
peril. Thus his life was saved. And somewhat similar 
iis related of a good man who, after preaching in a wild 
district, was returning homewards over a wide moor. It 
was very dark, and he lost his way. As he was walking 
his foot hurled forward a little stone : the stone fell with 
a peculiar sound : at once he knew the stone was going 
from side to side of a pit's walls ; at length a splash in 
water told of depths beneath. The good man's foot had 
been arrested on the very brink ! 

Just so with many a child of God and a spiritual 
peril Short-sighted by nature^ — blvwi ^^ ^^^'sssssss^ ^^^^^^ 
some circumstances, — t\ieY dx«w x^'^'ax x^ "©rsiS. ^^as^s^^ 
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But the 'Father of mercies' warns His children: He 
makes them * fetch a compass.' They listen, and watch, 
and wait. Thus are they preserved ; and oftentimes by 
little matters, or by signals which to others would have 
no significance. 

As to danger of dissolution to our bodies, we are 
quite sure always to hear the life-giving signal in time, 
until God sees that our work on earth is done, and our 
place in Heaven prepared. 

3. In time of timidity^ God's voice assures the listen- 
ing heart. * What time I am afraid/ says the believer, *I 
will trust in Thee.' 

Perhaps in King David's host some soldier may 
have been ready to halt ; but when the mulbeny-leaves 
rustled, the hearing of God's promise would quicken 
his heart; and even a Feeblemind^s sword would flash, 
and his voice ring out lustily, as he hurried on to 
victory. 

Likewise with believers when, sorely tried, they know 
not * what to do.' The onset may be sudden, — its cir- 
cumstances perplexing and mysterious : because the * flesh 
is weak,* there is fear and trembling. 

Specially when we are disappointed we become afraid. 
^ven lion-hearted. Elijah ran to hide himself in the 
i^derness, when he was disappointed. T\iciii%^ \.>arw5A 
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out wholly different from what he had expected. He 
had been sanguine, — over-confident; and when God's 
purposes contradicted human wishes, in faithless timidity 
Elijah forsook his post of duty, and laid himself down to 
die. But God never leaves, never forsakes, His own. 
To the tried and weary, the anxious and fearful ones, His 
* still, small voice ' breathes comfort, making them * arise ' 
from doubts and fears, and *eat' with gladness of 
heavenly food. 

And sometimes a trial, at which when it is first seen 
the believer is * affrighted,* makes us to entertain an 
angel, unawares ; * who leads us more closely to Jesus, 
and teaches us more pleasantly than ever we were taught 
before. Waiting upon God, every gift of His is sure to 
prove to us a help. 

4. A season of temptation should be specially a 
listening season. 

When holy Daniel knew that the writing which sealed 
his doom was actually signed, he went into his house 
and * prayed, and gave thanks before his God, as he did 
aforetime.' Perhaps, while thus boldly honouring Jehovah, 
whisperings from the Tempter may have sounded within 
his soul : he may have heard the quick beatings of his 

* Heb. xiii. 2 : spiritually, l\ift o^tm^ ^"s^ ^"^^ V'^ass. n-^ ^^^ 
God'sent visitor, whether to o\a Yiuioaxi T»a.V»^ ^^-is^x*- ^'^ ^'^ 
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own heart Outer sounds we know he heard ; the foot- 
fall of the foes who sought his death. But, heard to none 
but himself, quiet as the wind's hushed murmuring in the 
trees, one sound there was which filled his heart witli 
joy : a voice, swelling above all other sounds. * Fear not, 
Daniel ; for I am with thee !* 

When Martin Luther stood before the priests and 
princes of the Papal power, he heard perhaps seductive 
words from the great adversary of Gospel truth. Some 
of his judges tried, as friends, to persuade him to recant. 
Yet he was firm. Looking round the assembly, which 
held his life in their hands, the Reformer spoke what 
the Voice within him directed, — adding those brave 
words, • Here I stand : I can do no otherwise : God help 
me!' 

And likewise to every one who is tempted to be 
ashamed of Jesus, — to be silent about what he holds 
dear and ought to speak out, — a heavenly sound will fill 
the listening heart : *Be of good cheer !* While joyous 
will be the response : * Though an host should encamp 
against me, my heart shall not fear !* * 

In other temptations, temptations to actual trans- 
gressions, the stillness of indecision is very solemn, indeed 
awfiil. Of encouragements without, there are often few ; 
sometimes none: no ringing cheers, no waving banners, 

* Ps. xxvii. 3. 
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no blare of trumpets. A young soldier of Christ may 
wait minute after minute, a moment seeming long as a 
year, and the throbbing question, * Shall I do this V be 
heard within all painfully distinct, while no Christian 
brother helps him to say, * Nt) ! * Happy, oh, how truly 
happy ! is he, if listening sincerely he shall have the holy 
soothings of the Spirit of God, and so be strengthened to 
beat down Satan under his feet. 

5. A crisis in life is the arrival at some strange and 
difficult point of duty, * Hitherto the Lord hath helped 
me,' says a pilgrim of Zion. * I have felt His guiding 
hand : but now I am in utter uncertainty what step to 
take ; whether to turn to the right hand or to the left, to 
"stand still"* or "bestir" myself.* 

This is indeed a painful part of faith's trials, — the 
waiting to know what we ought to do. * Shall I accept 
this post ?' or * Shall I go on with that work ?' Or, again : 
* That which wisdom points out should I do directly, or 
"fetch a compass"?' 

Now, sometimes the perplexity is of our own making. 

* It may be that my way doth seem confused, 
Because my heart of Thy way is afraid ; 
Because my eyes have constantly refused 
To see the only opening Thou hast made.' 

* I Sam. ix. 27. ^^cA. twn. \v 
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And most certainly it may be said, that whenever with 
true sincerity^ we cry for guidance, direction is given ; 
promises will rustle in the leaves around us, while provi- 
dences make plain the path before us. But we must wait 
patiently for the Lord's guidance. 

Sometimes the heavenly counsel is to serve God 
passively, *They also serve who stand and wait.' Some- 
times we are bidden to watch a favourable opportunity 
for doing some Christian work. Sometimes it happens 
that the very thing which seemed to be an impediment to 
us in our heavenward course, being overcome in God's 
own good time, proves to be our security. 

The harbour of the Tagus is large and safe ; but at 
the mouth of the river there is a sand-bar, and so entrance 
is difficult. Without, is a ship seeking the harbour. But 
must the pilot crowd all sail and force his passage ? Nay : 
he might be wrecked. But waiting, the ship is borne 
onwards by the swelling tide : she rides safely within the 
harbour. And now, the sand-bar is the shifs security. 
Outside, the ocean waters may rage and swell ; but within, 
all is smooth and at rest ! 

Again : even when many conflicting sounds prevail, 
God can cause the believer to distinguish His signal. 

* I's. xl. I (msurg. ) : 'In waiting, I waited fir the Lord. ' 
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In the room of an old mansion, years ago, two persons 
were sitting on a stormy night. The sea-coast was so 
near that the sound of the dashing breakers, the wild 
roaring of the Atlantic winds and waves, could plainly be 
heard. And other noises harshly blustered round the^ 
mansion walls. Listening with interest to the wild warring 
of the elements sat the elder of the two persons. Sud- 
denly, in a lull, she cried aloud, * My husband ! my 
husband ! * and, starting up, she was hurrying to the door, 
when her companion tried to prevent her ; but in vain. 
* It was his voice,' she said ; * I heard it distinctly.* And 
so they called for help. Fishermen were summoned. 
Standing on a cliff, supported by strong hands, the wife 
peered through the gloom. Again she heard a shout. 
Immediately a boat was seen : it struck upon a rock and 
went to pieces, the men struggling in the waters ; but the 
brave fishermen got them safe to shore. They, thus 
saved, were the remnant from a vessel that had gone 
down in the storm. And the wife had the unspeakable 
joy of clasping to her bosom him whose voice for her had 
conquered all other sounds. 

Similarly with the believer when duty calls. The 
selfishness of his own nature, the lulling strains of a 
deceiving world, the threatening sound which the Texxsj^^sx 
makes arise, — above all diese sw^^ ^^ n^nslr. ^ ^^^^ 
saying, 'Go thou, and work foi tV^ l^^.^V^'t ^ ^ hc^x>^^^ 
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thee.* Yes, and even out of a *pit of noise,' * even when 
the believer is lying amid the din of foolish or sinful say- 
ings, God raiseth him into holy quietness to do His 
blessed will. 

But (it must be repeated) the directing voice is usually 
heard by an experienced faith. It is the trusting, hoping, 
loving heart which quickly hears. To distinguish between 
voices is the peculiar privilege of experience. The boy 
Samuel, we are told, knew not the voice which called 
him. 

Once more. In loneliness, in days which are spent in 
solitude, the still, small voices of *the Comforter' are as 
familiar as they are precious. 

I speak of those who are assured that whether they 
are asleep or awake, alone or in a company, they are 
'' still wit h^ God. 

Believers may, at times, feel their isolation; even, 
perhaps, because of infirmities, with somewhat of pain. 
But yet they are continually comforted as they answer the 
natural yearnings of the heart with the words of Jesus : * I 
am not alone, because the Father is with me.* 

The atmosphere of trust is full of Divine breathings, 
h vibrates continually with heavenly messages. So with 

* Ps, xl. ii. (marg. ) : * a pit of noise: 



the Mulberry Trees, 37 

joy the trustful respond to the oft-repeated signals from 
above, — *How precious are Thy thoughts unto me, O 
God ! how great is the sum of them ! ' * My mouth shall 
show forth Thy righteousness and Thy salvation all the 
day; fof I know not the number of* Thy gracious pur- 
poses.* 

Very precious to believers are these secret voices of 
God in the hour of death, that loneliest of all lonely 
hours. 

When the warfare of earth's trials is closing, — when 
Faith can look back upon victories won, positions held, 
foes driven back, Christ's banner carried forward, — then, 
and then for the last time, the soldier of the cross listens 
for the Spirit's whisperings. And clearly is heard the 
voice of comfort,t and sweetly too : *Lay down thy shield; 
put away thy sword ; thy last battle is fought ; thou art 
conqueror now for evermore ! ' 

To such final signals — the last rustling in earth's 
atmosphere of Trust — lately responded that eminent 
soldier of Christ, whose dying words are fresh in the 
remembrance of us all, — Archbishop Longley. 

*I commit my soul into the hands of my God and 
dear Saviour. I have had proofs enough of His love in 

* Ps. xl. 5 ; Ixxi. 15 ; cxxxix. 17. 

t Uniformly, we believe. (In ^il^ ^Q^^x1B^.\^L^\s^Kc^&^^^^•^^ 
there is sometimes unconsciousness.'^ 
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the past, and I am well assured that whatever suflferings 
or trials are permitted to befall me, are visitations of love. 
... A poor and guilty sinner I know myself to be ; but 
I believe that those who kneel at the foot of the Cross 
with this sincere confession will never be cast out if they 
look to the cleansing blood of Christ for their sole 
ground of pardon and acceptance.' Happy union of deep 
humility and joyous confidence, in love. 

Receiving the Holy Communion, he made all the re- 
sponses with a cheerful and happy face. Never was 
there seen a more beautifiil peace than that of "his last 
hour. 
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THE DEW OF THE SPIRIT. 




|OME of the similes of Scripture axe very beautiful, 

very simple, and full of instruction. One of the 

most beautiful is that in which the blessing of the 

Holy Spirit is likened to the refreshing of the dew. The 

gracious promise of Jehovah is, that He will be as the 

,dew unto His people. 

This promise you will find in Hosea, xiv. 5, 6. * / 
will be as the dew unto Israel: he shall grow as the lily^ 
and cast forth his roots as Lebanon, His branches shall 
sprecul, and his beauty shall be as the olive tree, and his 
smell as Lebanon,* 

The beauty and force of this simile would be more 
readily seen in an Eastern clime than in our own. Where 
rain is unfrequent, and the heat intense, dew is more 
precious and more abundant than with us. But the 
figure is still expressive ; not one of us caxv {a3l\3:i\sj«c^ 
its S2gnj£cance, 
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Notice then — 

1. Points of resemblance between God's gift of dew 
in His kingdom of nature, and the work of His Spirit in 
our souls. 

And (i) you will remember that the dew is all the 
day long in the air, waiting only the proper season to fall. 
At all times the atmosphere is humid : its moisture, 
though visible as dew-drops only at certain times, is 
never far away from thirsty vegetation. 

Even so with us and the Spirit of God. At all times 
He is near unto us. Hour by hour, every passing 
moment, the Lord and Giver of Life *is at hand* to 
quicken and refresh our souls. Felt specially at certain 
seasons, He is around us always. * Not far from us \ for 
in Him we live, and move, and have our being.' Every 
moment our God is willing to bestow upon us one of His 
gracious * thoughts,' — a dew-drop of His power and love. 
And as the believer realizes how God's mercies are wait- 
ing to refresh him, he can say at every season, * I am 
still with Thee.' 

2. The dew falls when the glare of the day is past ; 
when instead of heat, there is coolness ; instead of bustle, 

stj7/ness. It is at eventide that the moistxice of the at- 



The Dew of t/ie Spirit 41 

mosphere becomes visible, and refreshes, as drops of 
dew. 

And is it not at seasons of quietness that we specially 
feel the presence of God? What are our particular 
* times of refreshing,' but just those when in the quietness 
of retirement we seek for communion with God ? Enter 
into your chamber : * Commune with your own heart,' 
says the Psalmist, * and be still !' Likewise in the ordin- 
ances of public worship the waiting soul is refreshed : 
the busy activities of outward life are for a season for- 
gotten; in stillness we wait for and obtain the dew of 
God's blessing. 

But, again, there are particular periods which may 
each one be likened to the eventide: periods when 
life's glare and glitter have vanished away, — when through 
disappointment, bodily affliction, or other adversity, the 
heart becomes athirsi. Even as the tender stems at 
evening are parched, and droop, waiting for the dew, so 
in its eventide experiences the believer's soul is weak 
and fainting, until refreshed by God. 

Cecil relates what may illustrate this. * I had been 
some time in a dry, fruitless frame,' the good man writes ; 
but he heard in a sermon, at Lewes, that *men might 
cheer themselves in the morning, and they might pass on 
tolerably well perhaps without God at noon ; but the cool 
of the day was coming, when God 'wovilA c^xsiS. ^'^j^'t^ "^ 
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talk with them.* And Cecil was * unspeakably moved' 
as he heard this. 

Many, oh, many of us, have cause to bless God for 
such eventide experiences I 

Some never realized God's presence, never prayed for 
the indwelling of a Saviour, until that cool of the day, the 
horn- of sore trial, when they yearned for the love of 
Jesus, yearned for the comfort of His Spirit. When you 
were weary. His ever-present loving-kindness made itself 
felt. Before that, you had heard that God was * a very 
present help;' but then you felt the presence of the 
Comforter. 

3. The dew falls silently. No one can hear its 
coming ; no one sees it fall. As you walk in the fields, 
when the sun has gone down, you feel that the grass is 
wet But the falling of the dew was altogether in silence. 

Even so with the ordinary operations of the Holy 
Spirit : they are quiet, very gradiial, — it might almost be 
said imperceptible. None can hear the workings of 
God's grace ) they are silent and secret. And even we 
ourselves cannot mark the progress of growth in grace. 
The formation of Christlike habits is slow. By little and 
little, by degrees, the Spirit's work advances within the 
believer, * he knoweth not how.'* There is something 

* Mark, iv, 27. 



The Dew of the Spirit 43 

ajirfully mysterious in the stillness and secrecy of the 
Divine working, whereby the believer receives * grace 
upon grace,' one degree of glory after another. But yet 
the silence of its work has its comfort. 

This of the ordinary operations of the Holy Spirit. 

In the kingdom of grace there are very sudden 
changes : there are special and remarkable manifestations 
of Divine power. For instance. Some men have entered 
the house of prayer to mock, and even to persecute. 
They came to scoff : they stayed to pray. One of the 
eminent evangelists of fifty years ago left some godless 
companions in a tavern one day, while he went to hear a 
sermon. When he returned, he said, they should see the 
preacher imitated: he would *take him off!' But the 
preached Word was mighty to the scoffer's conversion. 
In a few moments the man was changed : his heart, his 
hopes, his whole' life, — all changed by the Spirit of God. 
We have heard lately of a London burglar's conversion. 
He was going to rob the very same night : he had his 
burglarious tools with him: but he happened to hear 
a sermon; and as he listened to the faithful words he 
was wounded by *the sword of the Spirit;' he was 
convinced of sin, — he felt that there was a * judgment 
to come.' And the change was real — lasting. We 
believe that the converted burglar is now working with his 
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own hands, even as Onesimus of old, a * brother in the 
Lord;* 

But we are not now speaking of such special and re- 
markable changes. By the simile of the dew, we are 
taught lessons as to the ^^jt^^/ operations of the Spirit ; the 
workings of His refreshing, soothing grace, — *the comfort 
of the Holy Ghost ' on yearning hearts. And in the pro- 
mise of a permanent work, {^ I will be,^) — we are taught 
that the secret, silent gifts of Divine grace will unceas- 
ingly bless. ^Jle will rest in His love^ t * 

4. The dew falls gently ; never in excess, never to the 
bearing down of even the tenderest plants. Every wait- 
ing flower and leaf receives dew in proportion to its need : 
the lily in Lebanon's valleys, the olive-tree in the clefts 
and recesses, the far-spreading cedar on the mountain 
crest, the myrtles and lavenders, the little flowers and 
fragrant herbs that deck the grassy carpet of the moun- 
tain-side, — each of these receives just as many dew-drops 
as it needs, and no more. 

Even so with the workings of the Holy Spirit. His 
gracious gifts refresh every member of His inheritance ; 

* Epistle to Philemon (concerning a runaway servant), 
t Zeph. iii. 17. Compare Hos. xiii. 3, and Matt, xiil 20. 
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soothe, comfort, stablish; never in anywise excessive, 
never in anywise injurious. The babe in Christ Jesus has 
pure and loving thoughts — gift of the Spirit — teaching 
proportionate to age and strength. The young man 
receives the dew of his youth; the strong man that 
of his manhood. Learned or simple, philosopher or 
peasant, — robust and fervent, or delicate and timid, — 
each believer may rejoice in communion with the Com- 
forter. For He is infinitely wise, tender, and loving in 
all His dealings. 

Some people say of the melancholy, or of those sadly 
indiscreet in zeal, *They have too much religion ! ' What 
saying more foolish ? Errors in doctrine or practice come 
from not waiting with humility and prayer for the teaching 
of the Spirit. Believers, who truly sing, * Many, O Lord, 
are Thy thoughts which are to us-ward^ know full well 
how gently, how tenderly, the Spirit pours down the 
abundance of His mercy upon the yearning soul. Yes, 
abundance! The more we ask for, the more we obtain ; 
and His grace is at all times helpful, always gladdening, 
— never in excess. 

And as to our responsibihties : how wonderfully wise 
and gracious has been the measure of them ! One of the 
chief lessons in religious experience is just this : * The 
grace that is given to us * is exactly in proportion to oiir 
need. 
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5. The dew falls every day. It is not irregular, as is 
the rain; in its season it may be looked for every 
morning. To-day*s heat and dryness : to-day's refreshing 
drops of dew. 

Here, then, is another point of comparision as to the 
coming of the Holy Spirit. We pray for * the continual 
dew of God's blessing.* We need that refreshing day by 
day. To-day*s trials; to-day's grace. To-day's weari- 
ness, sorrow, weakness : to-day's strength and comfort 
from the Holy Ghost. * T?u dew lay all night upon my 
branch^ said righteous Job ;* * my glory was fresh in me,* 
These words of the patriarch well describe our religious 
experience. After each day's excitement, — after the 
daily tryings of cares, temptations, and pleasures, we 
need the daily refreshing and sanctifying of the Spirit. 
The dew lies each night upon the branches of the vine. 
And so in the morning their glory is fresh : in appearance 
and in strength they are renewed. 

Some people seem to live as though they thought 
that the Holy Spirit was given once for all. A marvellous, 
miraculous change took place within them : being justified^ 
they are independent of Divine workings ! No mistake 
can be greater. * Give us this day our daily bread* must 



* J^ob, xxix. ig. Goodness: cheerfulness, trust, confidence, holy 
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be our unceasing prayer, as well for things spiritual as 
for things temporal. And why ? Because the work of 
sanctification is a continual process, hourly, daily. With- 
out the constant renewing by the Spirit there will be no 
growth. 

Perhaps you were once very happy in the love of 
Jesus, but are now dully content with worldly things, or 
(which is by no means so evil a plight), you are sad and 
disquieted. 

* What peaceful hours I once enjoyed ! 
How sweet their memory still !* — 

is your complaint. There is *an aching void' within 
you. Why this sadness ? Probably because you became 
careless ; the germ of life in your soul was not fostered ; 
the refreshing of the Spirit was not duly thirsted for; 
your prayers and all your spiritual efforts became irregular, 
fitfiil, — and hence, tedious, fruitless. 

* Defend^ O Lord, this Thy servant with Thy heavenly 
grace, that he may continue Thine for ever, and daily 
increase in Thy Holy Spirit more and more, until he come 
unto Thy everlasting kingdom^ * 

Happy are you in whom God is daily increasing the 
manifold gifts of His grace. The dew-drops of His 



* The Order of Coti^rm.'a^XQTv. 



J 



L- 



48 TIu Dew of the Spirit 

Almighty love cannot be counted. * But those gifts of 
which you are daily sensible, make you sing an untiring. 
Te Deum of gratitude and joy, * Day by day we magnify 
Thee^ Thy mercies, O Lord, are * new every morning.' 

6. A sad point of comparison. The dew does not 
fall in the same proportion on every substance. Trees, 
flowers, grasses : these thirst for dewy food ; and they all 
get it. But rocks and stones do not crave for the dew, 
and therefore scarcely any falls upon them : in nowise 
are they benefited by what they do receive. Rocks and 
stones they were : lifeless and unsoftened they remain. 
And even so it is with men's souls and the workings of 
God's Spirit. Not all are Israelites who bear the name of 
Israel ; many who hear the Truth are none the better 
for it. Some even believe they are alive while yet they 
are dead ! 

Of professing Christians, how many know nothing 
really of the grace of Christ ! His Presence is never felt 
to convert, to instruct. Religion is for them a mere 
creed, — a bundle of truths stitched up together within a 
book, — ^not a reality, — a heart-felt, life-exhibited power of 
goodness and joy. 



* Ps. xl. $, and Ixxi. 15. God's gracious 'thoughts' (purposes 
of grace) to the believer are numberless. l.am. \\\. t^ 
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What is needed first? C^onviction of sin by the 
Spirit of Christ. Change of heart. The favour of God 
is * as the dew upon tJu grass,^ Pray then, dear reader, 
if, alas ! you should be a Christless one, that you may be 
changed ; that the fibres of your heart may be opened. * 
that no longer you may be as the sand or stones, — insen- 
sible, fruitless, lifeless ; but that you may be made like 
the leaves and herbs of Lebanon, upon which the dew 
falls never in vain. 

But we consider — 

II. The residt of the Spirit's refreshing. The effect 
of the dew-fall in the kingdom of Nature, is likened to the 
various and abundant graces which glorify God in His 
spiritual kingdom. 

* / will be as the deiv unto Israel: he sJmll blossom t as 
the lily, and strike his roots as Lebanon; his bratiches shall 
spread; and his beauty shall be as the olive-tree, and his 
sniell as Lebanon,^ 

Notice, first, the situation of these recipients of the 
dew. 

The position of the lily is not that of the cedar ; nor 
do the olive-trees take up the ground of the herbs and 
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flowers. Each has its own place : each grows best just 
where God planted it. The lily, with its tender stem, 
could not bear the blast which sweeps across the moun- 
tain ridge ; the blast which only makes the mighty cedar 
strike its roots deeper and more firm. The olives would 
pine away and die, were we to plant them in the scanty 
soil ; but the tiny herbs, and the almost roqtless grasses, 
luxuriantly spread themselves upon the mountain slopes. 
So then, the lofty eminence, the rich soil, the thinly- 
covered rock, the sheltered valley, — each is an allotment 
destined in Infinite Wisdom for its own peculiar use. 

Even so in God*s Church. He who made us what 
we are, has placed us where we are. He knows exactly 
what each one of us is fitted for. 

* Thou cam'st not to thy place by accident — 
'Tis the very place God meant for thee.' 

Art thou raised on high by wealth, or social position, 
or intellectual gifts? 'Therein abide with God.'* If 
thou art lonely, unnoticed, or in poverty, be this the song 
of thy trust : * I am poor and needy, yet the Lord thinketh 
upon me.* No flower of God's planting wastes its sweet- 
ness. The lily of the valley is as much the object of 
God's care as is the lofty and far-seen cedar. The fruitful 

* I Cor. vii. 24. 
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olive-trees speak of His power no more than does the 
fern that nestles in the rocky cleft. What says the 
Scripture ? * One star differs from another star in glory : ' 
likewise the cedars and lilies and grasses and fruits differ 
from each other in use and beauty. But each one, in its 
own way, after its own kind, glorifies God. Just so, every 
true believer shows forth God*s praise : the poor and 
unlearned, as truly, if not as widely, as the rich and far- 
famed. 

But, secondly, notice \ht perfection of the dew-watered 
vegetation. Blossoming ; striking down roots, spreading 
out branches; producing pleasant fruits; sending forth 
fragrant odours. All so bedewed as to exhibit the luxu- 
riance of vigorous life. 

The graces are different, though all in perfection. 
There are special pleasantnesses, — special uses. There 
is the lily's loveliness; the olive-tree's fruitfulness ; the 
strength and wide-spreading of the cedar; the odour 
of herbs and flowers. 

Even so in the members of Christ. * There are diver- 
sities of gifts ^ says the Scripture, * and there are diversities 
of operations ; hut it is the same God which worketh all in 
all: 

In the Church, as on Mount Lebanon, there are 
special allotments : in each one peri^t-cXlo^^ "^oNij^ *^^ 
graces of one are not the graces of aiio\Itv^x \ x^'s^^'^^j^^^^^*^^'^ 
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and gifts varying according to the manifold wisdom of 
God. One Christian is noted specially for simplicity 
of character, another for firmness; one for humility, 
another for self-sacrifice. Some believers have the 
grandeur and massiveness of the cedar-tree; others, 
again, by their unceasing activities, their ever-ready kind- 
nesses, may fitly be compared to the fruitful olive. The 
characteristic of some who 'adorn' God's truth is love- 
ableness : purity and sweetness. By gentleness and un- 
complaining patience, many lowly sufferers are winning 
souls. But in every case the work is of * the same Spirit,* 
and each peculiar grace is His gift. Are you tender and 
meek, rather than zealous and daring ? Are you retiring 
and timid, rather than eager and confident ? There are 
' diversities of gifts.' We cannot be all alike. There 
are * diversities of operations.' Remember that there are 
'sons of thunder' as well as *sons of consolation.' 
Jeremiah was not at all like Moses. Grace did not 
change a John into a Peter, nor make a Matthew become 
a Paul. Even so in our days. Whately was not 
Wilberforce; but their gifts were of the same Spirit. 
Lyte was not Simeon; but each greatly glorified God. 
The missionaries John Williams and Bishop Mackenzie 
were men of very different attainments : their characters 
n-ere not at all aJike; but each, with his own special 
S'^races, displayed ^the beauty of \vo\me^^O ^^c\\, \ri his 
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own peculiar sphere, did that work which the Lord 
appointed for him.* 

But let not such thoughts encourage any to rest 
satisfied with few graces. Of spiritual gifts, we must 
pray to receive and to exhibit many. If some one 
particular grace, more than another, be called out of our 
spiritual being (and, perhaps, each believer has his own 
characteristic gift), yet, at least, there will be a combina- 
tion of graces ; and we should strive after them alLt In 
proportion to our spiritual thirst, will be our spiritual 
growth : there will be increase in purity and amiability 
(as of the lily) : there will be increase in strength and 
firmness (as of the cedar), increase in the useful activities 
of fervent zeal (as of the olive-tree) : and, lastly, increase 
in that patient, unassuming fulfilment of the smallest 
duties, which, as the fragrance of Lebanon, is well pleas- 
ing unto God. 

* Mark, xiii. 34. + Gal. v. 22. Philip, iv. 8. 
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